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HIGHWAYS  AND  BYWAYS 


Most  interesting  of  the  exhibitions 
now  showing  is  the  varied  one  at  the 
Boston  Art  Club;  that  is,  until  the 
23rd  of  this  month.  'Tis  a  group  of 
paintings  from  the  foreign  section  of 
the  Carnegie  International  Exhibition, 
and  a  collection  which  Boston  should 
be  proud  to  exhibit.  Of  the  better 
known  English  artists  there  is  a  paint¬ 
ing  by  Augustus  John  entitled  “The 
Woman  in  a  Red  Cap.”  It  is  free  of 
style  and  rendering;  quite  emphatic 
in  effect,  however.  Algernon  Tal- 
mage,  another  portrait  artist,  has  an 
unusual  canvas  entitled  “The  Check¬ 
ered  Shawl.”  Then  there  is  the  Gold 
Medal  painting  by  Laura  Knight  under 
the  title  “Portrait  of  a  Painter  and 
Model.”  Surely  it  deserves  the  recog¬ 
nition  it  has  gained.  Of  the  French 
paintings  there  is  one  by  Henri  Le 
Sidaner,  a  delicate,  eery  canvas,  “The 
Fountain.”  It  is  most  mysterious  in 
rendering  and  the  colors  are  refined, 
yet  dazzling. 

Also  there  is  a  brilliant  landscape  by 
the  Italian,  Cosare  Maggi.  For  an  ex¬ 
ample  of  Spanish  art  note  the  paint¬ 


ing  by  Martinez  entitled  “Drawing 
the  Boat.”  It  depicts  great  daring  in 
color  and  perspective— and  certainly 
was  intended  to  hold  attention.  In 
his  “Lace  Makers,”  the  artist,  Ramon 
De  Zubiarre,  has  clearly  given  too 
much  attention  to  details,  and  evi¬ 
dently  color  reigned  at  a  will!  A  most 
charming  landscape  is  the  one  called 
“Sunset  Glow  in  Forest,  Winter”  and 
signed  by  the  Swedish  artist,  A. 
Schultzberg.  One  can  truly  see  the 
sunlight  flicker  across  the  snow-laden 
trees  and  bushes.  But  so  much  for 
that!  Later  in  the  month,  by  the  way, 
there  are  to  be  some  water  colors  by 
members  of  the  Salimagrundy  Club. 
These  should  be  interesting. 

At  Grace  Horne’s  gallery  over  on 
Stuart  St.  there  is  a  varied  showing 
consisting  of  block  prints  by  Tod  Lin- 
denmuth  and  wood-cuts  by  William  H. 
E'sherick.  Also,  lest  we  forget  them, 
the  watercolors  by  John  Whorf. 
This  is  his  first  Boston  showing,  and 
the  paintings  show  great  enthusiasm 
and  skill  for  so  young  an  exhibitor. 

Down  at  the  Guild  there  is  a  gen- 
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eral  exhibition,  among  which  are  three 
fascinating  oils  by  George  L.  Noyes. 
One  a  dazzling  wharf  scene  and  an¬ 
other  a  landscape  suggesting  feudal 
castles  and  such  delightful  things. 
Then  too  there  is  the  duo-portrait  by 
Marie  D.  Page  of  a  Mother  and  Child 
— truly  rendered  with  unmistakable 
ease  and  brilliancy. 

Further  along,  at  the  Copley  gal¬ 
lery,  there  are  varied  exhibitions  every 
two  weeks.  From  now  till  the  19th 
are  the  landscapes  by  David  Riesner 
and  J.  Edward  Fitzgerald.  Then,  into 
February,  come  the  portraits  by  Ar¬ 
thur  Garrett  and  the  landscapes  ren¬ 


dered  in  watercolor  by  Nelly  Little- 
hale  Murphy. 

At  Doll  and  Richards,  further  along 
Newbury  St.,  there  are  several  show¬ 
ings  of  interest,  beginning  perhaps 
the  16th,  with  the  offering  of  paint¬ 
ings  signed  by  Theodore  Coe,  and  the 
watercolors  by  Jean  Jacques  Haffner. 

Those  of  us  who  were  privileged  to 
know  Mr.  Joseph  DeCamp  will  of 
course  be  interested  in  the  memorial 
exhibition  at  the  St.  Botolph  Studios, 
4  Newbury  St.  Many  privately  owned 
canvases  have  been  loaned  for  the 
occasion  in  an  effort  to  make  this  a 
fitting  reminder  of  the  great  artist. 
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We  think  of  Mr.  DeCamp  in  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  phrase:  “Art  is  not  only 
an  enjoyment,  but  a  mighty  thing.  It 
it  a  vital  organ  of  humanity  which 
conveys  conception  of  reason  into  the 
domain  of  sentiment.”  In  the  score 
or  so  of  Mr.  DeCamp’s  paintings  this 
true  spirit  is  always  dominant.  It 
often  lurks  in  unexpected  places,  but 


is  there  to  compel  admiration,  wonder 
and  inspiration.  Let  us  all  see  how 
much  we,  as  students,  can  gain  from 
this  golden  opportunity! 

My  pen  runs  dry  for  another  month! 
See  if  you  can  have  as  much  fun  as 
I  do  on  my  “tours!”  For  there  is 
always  that  “fun-side”  you  know! 

A.  D.  I.  ’25. 


'O  - 


e/lmerican  Clipper 
“eNi&htin&ale  ” 


Charles  (R.  ^Patterson 
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Measure  your  mind’s  height  hy  the  shades  it  casts.” 


A  WORD 

This  issue  is  dedicated  to  the 
“FROSH”  and  for  that  reason  most 
of  our  space  this  month  is  given  to 
them.  This  material,  we  feel,  shall 
give  to  the  school  a  very  clear  idea  of 
the  cub's  feelings  upon  entering  the 
school,  his  feelings  a  few  weeks  later, 
his  attitude  towards  Smock  Day,  and 
his  final  appreciation  of  everything 
that  we  love  to  call  just  “Our  School.” 

BLESSED 

Sqush,  sqush,  sqush, — mud  oozed  in 
and  cut  of  the  sorely  taxed  shoes. 
Purple  inmates  brazenly  poked  their 
way  out  of  a  large  rent  at  the  toe. 

A  stout  piece  of  twine  wound  about  a 
bony  ankle  sufficed  to  hold  the  shoe  in 
place.  Two  scrawny  legs  staggered 
under  the  weight  of  a  poorly  nourished 
owner — an  owner  of  flapping  trousers 
and  a  tight-fitting  jacket  whose  but¬ 
tons  threatened  to  snap  off  should  he 
stand  erect.  In  consequence  of  which 
the  traveller’s  head  was  bent  forward, 
making  it  doubly  difficult  to  pierce  the 


This  material  was  accumulated, 
written,  and  edited  by  Freshmen,  and 
to  them  w~e  owe  a  full  measure  of 
thanks  for  their  hearty  co-operation. 
Particularly  should  we  thank  Miss 
Phyllis  Randle,  of  the  yearling  class, 
who  took  the  full  responsibility  of  see¬ 
ing  this  Freshmen  number  through. 

The  Editor. 

LIFE!  ! 

inky  darkness  before  him.  He  paused 
for  a  moment’s  rest,  and  with  a  weary 
hand  pulled  the  slouch  cap  farther 
over  a  yellow  mat  of  hair.  The  lad 
was  alone  in  a  drenching  world,  the' 
howling  wind  and  the  slapping  wet 
leaves  supplying  the  only  music  to 
spur  him  on. 

How  long  he  had  been  stumbling 
forward  fie  could  not  guess.  He  could 
not  reason — did  not  want  to,  in  fact. 
His  brain  was  numb  and  refused  to 
function  save  for  one  thought: 

“If  only  I  can  reach  a  place  to  rest 
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— a  barn  would  be  heaven.  Oh,  how 
my  body  aches — if  I  only  dared  lie 
down — still,  perhaps  there  is  a  house 
around  this  bend.” 

Thus  he  had  kept  pushing  on  past 
each  turn  in  the  road,  hoping,  hop¬ 
ing— 

After  seemingly  countless  miles  had 
been  left  behind  with  nothing  appear¬ 
ing  that  resembled  a  house,  the  travel¬ 
ler  became  too  exhausted  to  proceed 
further.  His  feet  were  like  lumps  of 
clay;  his  clothes  were  pasted  to  him 
and  weighed  down  like  lead;  his  trous¬ 
ers  slapped  against  each  other  and 
kept  entangling  themselves;  his  back 
was  stiff  and  sore — he  could  not  stand 
up  now  if  he  tried;  his  arms  hung 
limply  at  his  side;  his  eyelids  kept 
slipping  over  his  eyes;  his  breath  came 
in  gasps;  and  chills  racked  his  body 
from  head  to  foot.  What  could  he  do 
but  lie  down?  God  had  forgotten  him 
— if  He  even  knew  him! 

But  had  He?  A  faint  light  twinkled 
in  the  distance,  and  the  traveller  barely 
saw  it.  “Oh,  I  can't  go  further.  I’ll  be 
all  right  here — just  a  few  moments  and 
maybe  I  can  try  again.” 

Several  hours  passed  and  the  light 
still  glowed  in  the  distance.  The  travel¬ 
ler  roused  himself  and  rose  unsteadily 
to  his  feet.  Again  the  fight  was  on — 
the  fight  of  will  power  against  the 
laws  of  nature.  Staggering,  stumbling, 
falling,  he  went,  always  towards  that 
small  light.  It  seemed  never  to  grow 
larger,  but  the  lad’s  strength  was  fast 
ebbing.  His  eyes  deceived  him  and 
played  tricks.  Now  the  light  danced 
out  of  sight,  now  it  flared  up  before 
him;  it  mocked  him,  beckoned  him, 
scorned  and  welcomed  him. 

He  pushed  slowly  on  and  was 
finally  five  yards  from  the  house,  when 
he  fell  ?  Every  limb  screamed  out 
against  moving  another  inch!  One 
thought  he  had  left — to  put  his  last 
ounce  of  strength  into  a  pitiful  wail 
for  help!  Then  he  sank  into  blessed 
oblivion— but  only  for  a  moment!  The 


shrill  sound  of  an  alarm  clock  rent  the 
stillness ! ! 

P.  Randle,  Div.  III. 


Our  critics — Alden  Cummings.  Rohn 
Campion  seems  to  be  taking  Valen¬ 
tino’s  place  in  Massachusetts  Normal 
Art ! 


A  SUGGESTION 

I  am  but  an  insignificant  Freshman, 
but  I  would  like  to  make  what  I  think 
is  a  helpful  suggestion. 

In  the  school  from  which  I  gradu¬ 
ated,  I  liked  one  thing  in  particular; 
just  before  lunch  hour  we  had  ten 
minutes  “setting-up”  drill  with  all  the 
windows  and  doors  open.  Leaders 
were  chosen  from  the  different  rooms 
to  give  the  exercises  and  for  a  busy 
invigorating  ten  minutes  we  breathed 
in  fresh  air  and  warmed  up  and 
stretched  our  cramped  muscles.  ■  After 
those  ten  minutes  we  went  back  to 
work  with  enthusiasm  and  smiles! 

We  all  know  how  restless  and  tired 
we  get  sitting  still  in  some  of  our 
classes  and  how  cramped  our  legs, 
arms,  and  fingers  get,  sitting  hunched 
up  by  tables! 

Why  can’t  we  organize  something 
of  this  sort?  And  instead  of  walking 
aimlessly  around  the  corridors  for  ten 
minutes  open  all  the  windows  and  do 
some  “pepp3d’  exercises?  I  know  I 
would  feel  better  and  I  think  every¬ 
one  else  would  if  we  stopped  in  our 
work  and  breathed  some  bracing  air. 

How  about  it? 

Arms  and  left  foot  forward, 

One. 

Arms  flinging  to  the  side  with  deep 
breathing. 

Two. 

Back  again, 

Three. 

Position, 

Four! 
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Perplecksity 

Our  English  prof  is  quite  perplexed 
And  oftentimes,  we  fear,  he's  vexed. 
To  hear  the  way  those  Freshmen  talk 
Twould  give  Shakespeare  himself  a 
shock. 

If  it’s  a  new  gown  you  are  wearing 
It’s  a  peach! 

And  a  catchy  song  you’re  singing 
It’s  a  dream! 

Or  marvelous,  adorable  and  sweet. 

Now  tell  me  what  does  all  this 
mean  ? 

The  oracles  would  never  know 
No  wonder  our  prof’s  puzzled  so. 

To  everyone  else  this  tongue  is  Greek, 
for 

It’s  the  English  language  that  they 
speak! 

*  *  * 

We’re  the  class  that’s  got  the  pep 
We've  got  the  talent  too,  you  bet 
Oh,  we’ve  already  made  our  rep 
Upper  classmen  watch  your  step 
Twenty-seven. 

Ruth  Jayger,  ’27. 


WE  THANK  YOU 

When  we  of  the  class  of  ’27,  a 
rather  straggling  lot  of  inferior  fresh¬ 
men,  first  entered  the  portals  of  Mass. 
Normal  Art  School,  we  wondered 
whether  those  glances  cast  our  way 
by  the  upper  classmen  were  really  un¬ 
friendly  or  merely  curious  to  see  what 
their  new  schoolmates  were  like.  To 
our  delight  we  found  the  latter  to  be 
true. 


What  would  Florence  Besson  do  if 
there  were  no  candy  stores  near  M.  N. 
A.  S.? 


THE  M.  N.  A.  S. 

In  the  busy  city,  Boston, 

The  M.  N.  A.  S.  stands; 

Our  school,  for  whom  in  work  and  fun, 

We  try,  with  earnest  heads  and  hands 

And  the  guidance  of  the  teachers, 

To  form  a  worthwhile  band. 

She  rises  up  four  stories  strong, 

Her  face  a  reddish  tan; 

Her  walls  are  old,  with  sev’ral  years; 

She’s  harboured  many  a  man. 

Still  Father  Time  will  mar  her  face, 
And  grant  not  one  minute’s  grace. 

Year  in,  year  out,  from  morn  till  night 
You  can  see  her  red  brick  walls; 

You  can  see  the  pupils  pouring  in 

To  answer  the  daily  call; 

And  labor  the  numerous  hours  away, 
Until  again  the  twilight  falls. 

And  people  passing  by  the  school 
Look  in  at  the  open  door; 

They  wonder  at  the  things  they  see, 

And  those  that  are  in  store; 

Some  will  venture  o’er  the  threshold, 
Hoping  they  may  witness  more. 

And  yet  each  moment  is  rushing  by, 
And  hastening  on  its  way 

The  hour  of  our  departure,  from 

Her,  in  whom  we  work  and  play; 

So  let’s  get  busy,  boys  and  girls, 

To  prove  ourselves  worthwhile. 

P.  R.,  DIV.  III. 


Where  does  Jerry  Brown  get  all  his 
jokes?  We  have  looked  through 
“Breasted’s  Ancient  Times”  and  Web¬ 
ster’s  New  International  and  haven’t 
been  able  to  find  them  in  either  book. 

(Ruth  Coburn) 
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On  October  19th,  the  Seniors  gave 
us  a  true  welcome.  We  met  the  fac¬ 
ulty,  played  games,  danced,  became 
acquainted  with  the  Seniors,  and  in¬ 
cidentally  became  better  acquainted 
with  our  own  classmates.  We  thank 
you,  Seniors,  for  making  our  first 

party  in  our  new  alma  mater  a  joyful 
one. 

Then  the  Sophomores  began  to 
notice  us  and  watch  us  closely.  Not 

only  that  but  they  said  we  must  wear 

funny  green  stockings  on  our  heads, 
which  we  really  liked  to  wear  and 
were  really  proud  to  show  that  we 
were  even  just  Freshmen  in  Mass. 
Normal  Art.  Then  they  made  rules 
and  said  we  mustn’t  use  the  front 

door  or  the  front  stairs  and  couldn’t 
come  in  the  assembly  hall  to  dance. 

I  ask  you  what  could  be  more  cruel 
for  a  timid  lot  of  Freshmen?  But  we 
did  our  best  by  obeying  the  rules  most 
of  the  time  but  sometimes  breaking 
them  just  to  see  what  would  happen, 
and  hoping  that  the  Sophomores 
would  get  over  the  seeming  grudge 
they  had  against  us. 

Then  came  Smock  Day,  Nov.  6,  the 
day  of  (k^s,  which  we  waited  for  with 
trembling’  knees.  But  really  what 
could  have  been  more  fun;  and  wasn't 

TID 

We  wish  the  upper  classmen  the  best 
of  good  luck  through  the  coming  year. 
They  certainly  have  proven  that  we 
are  welcome  to  this  school,  and  now 
we  must  prove  worthy  of  it. 

At  what  degree  of  lateness  in  being 
late  would  Hannah  Wise  admit  she 
was  late? 

Doro  Slocombe  should  charge  fees 
for  posing. 

Jelly  Beans  is  another  variety  of 
our  favorite  Bostonian  dish. 

We  freshmen  greatly  appreciate  the 
Crafts  Club  and  hope  by  our  progress 


the  honorable  judge  a  most  just  and 
fair  one?  After  the  rigid  punishments 
were  over  we  were  told  that  no 
longer  we  would  be  looked  down  on 
by  the  class  of  ’26  but  were  truly  wel¬ 
comed  as  their  schoolmates.  So  we 
thank  you.  Sophomores,  for  the  fun 
of  Smock  Day  and  the  party  enjoyed 
afterwards. 

Nov.  9th,  the  juniors  gave  us  our 
last  welcome  party.  They  supplied  us 
with  partners  our  first  six  dances  so 
that  we  might  become  better  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  Juniors.  So  now, 
Juniors,  our  sister  class,  we  thank  you 
for  our  welcome  to  Mass.  Normal  Art 
School. 

Last,  but  far  from  least,  we  thank  the 
faculty  who  have  welcomed  us  here 
and  tried  to  find  some  hope  in  our 
first  works  of  rather  questionable  art. 

Now  it  is  up  to  us  of  the  class  of 
’27  to  make  our  schoolmates  proud  in 
welcoming  us  here.  Our  predecessors 
have  set  a  high  standard  of  scholarship 
and  good  sportsmanship  and  we  must 
carry  it  on.  We  know  not  whether 
there  are  any  geniuses  in  our  class,  but 
if  hard  work  counts  for  anything  we’ll 
do  our  best.  So  let’s  go,  fellow  class¬ 
mates,  start  right.  Eventually,  why 
not  now?  Ruth  Coburn. 

BITS 

in  this  work  it  will  encourage  others 
to  join. 

Do  you  all  know  the  “Gold  Dust” 
twins  of  Division  III?  If  not,  ask 
Mr.  Brewster. 

Portraits  done  in  five  minutes! — Free 
of  charge! — by  one  member  of  Divi¬ 
sion  III. 

Charlie  Menges’  life  is  quite  a.  hair 
raising  one! 

If  your  name  is  not  honored  in  this 
column,  don't  worry!  Remember  we 
can’t  always  be  as  popular  as  Roy 
Staples.  (P.  Randle — Division  III) 
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JOKES 


Drawing  teacher  to  pupil: — “Didn’t 
.1  tell  you  to  put  a  figure  in  your  draw¬ 
ing?” 

Pupil:— “Yes,  mam,” 

Teacher: — “Well,  where  is  it?' 

Pupil: — :“On  the  front  doo.r  of  the 
house,  mam.” 

“So  long  as  the  Dean  doesn’t  take 
back  what  he  said  to  me  this  morning, 
I’m  going  to  leave  college.” 

“What  did  he  say?” 

‘  “He  told  me  to  leave  college.” 

“Did  your  watch  stop  when  it 
dropped  on  the  floor  this  morning?” 

“Sure,  did  you  think  it  would  go 
'through  it?”  -  % 

A  teacher,  who  had  given  a  lesson  on 
.geometrical  drawing,  asked  her  class 
the  question: 

“How  do  you  make  a  maltese 
cross?” 

One  bright  little  girl  raised  her 
hand  and  replied,  “Please,  teacher,  step 
on  its  tail.” 

Teacher:  “Willie,  use  the  word 
‘Egypt’  in  a  sentence.” 

Willie:  “I  asked  a  man  for  my 
change,  but  ‘Egypt’  me.” 

ON  BEING 

I  wonder  if  there  are  any  upper 
classmen  who  have  forgotten  what  the 
paramount  sensations  of  a  Freshman 
are?  I  personally  don’t  see  how  one 
could!  What  a  tragedy! — to  be  a  dig¬ 
nified  Senior  in  a  High  School,  own 
the  world — and  then  become  a  Fresh¬ 
man  ! 

Tell  me,  Seniors,  Juniors,  and  Soph¬ 
omores,  do  you  remember  your  first 
week  in  the  Normal  Art  School? 
Have  you  any  recollections  of  that 
all-gone  feeling  while  looking  for  a 
classroom  which  was  numbered  on 


Teacher:  “Is  there  any  connecting 

link  between  the  animal  and  vegetable 
.kingdom?” 

Willie:  “Yes,  mam!  Hash.” 

Two  students  on  a  train  were  tell¬ 
ing  of  their  ability  to  see  and  hear. 
One  says:  “Do  you  see  that  barn  ovei 
there  on  the  horizon?” 

“Yes.” 

“Can  you  see  that  fly  walking  around 
on  the  roof  of  that  barn?” 

“No,  but  1  can  hear  the  shingles 
crack  when  he  steps  on  them!” 

“Willie!” 

“Yes,  Pop.’ 

“Can  you  carry  a  tune?” 

“Certainly,  Pop.” 

“Well,  carry  that  one  you  are 
whistling  out  in  the  back  yard  and 
bury  it.” 

Geology  Prof:  “The  class  will  now 
name  some  of  the  lower  species  of  ani- 
mals,  starting  with  Mr.  Smith.” 

A  little  boy  was  carrying  home  some 
eggs  and  dropped  them. 

“Did  you  break  any?”  asked  his 
mother,  when  he  told  her  of  it. 

“No,”  said  the  boy,  “but  the  shells 
came  off  some  of  them.” 

FRESHMAN 

your  program  and  apparently  no¬ 
where  else?  That  first  handful  of  wet 
modelling  clay!  Oh  will  I  ever  for¬ 
get  it?  I  felt  the  chill  of  a  tomb  and 
dully  through  nly  mind  rail  young 
Jerry’s  Words,  “His  hands  is  always 
rusty!” 

Then,  of  course,  there  was  SMOCK 
DAY.  I  wouldn’t  admit  it  at  the  time 
and  I  was  nervous  about  the  promised 
terrors,  only  to  have  them  transform 
themselves  into  a  glorious  good  time. 
I  want  to  tell  the  upper  classmen 
( Continued  on  page  13) 
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Tire  Freshman  -a/lrt^um 


THE  SENIOR  CHRISTMAS  SPREAD 


The  Christmas  spread  was  indeed  a 
great  success.  There  was  a  tinge  of 
sadness  over  all,  however,  as  we  real¬ 
ized  that  it  was  our  last  Christmas 
spread.  As  our  President,  Walter 
Bennett,  said,  “There  will  be  many 
more  Christmases  for  us  all,  but  they 
will  never  be  quite  like  the  ones  at 
M.  N.  A.  S.” 

The  “eats”  were  wonderful  and  why 
shouldn’t  they  have  been?  —  since 
Dotty  was  head  and  Cecelia  a  very 
close  second! 

The  decorations  were  under  the 
direction  of  Harold  Lindergreen  and 
Marcia  Hosford.  We  were  glad  to  be 
able  to  find  enough  of  our  badly 
neglected  Junior  Prom  drapery  to 
drape  the  much  abused  wall  of  Mr. 
George’s  room. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Farnum,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
George,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Miss  Whittier, 
Miss  Vone  and  Dr.  Andre  were  our 
honored  guests.  We  waste  no  time  in 
reminding  Mr.  Farnum  about  those 
promised  diplomas. 

The  sprigs  of  mistletoe  here  and 
there  caused  much  merriment,  espe¬ 
cially  when  Mr.  Hamilton  left  the 
room.  Mr.  George  got  more  than  his 
share. 


There  were  many  favorable  com¬ 
ments  from  many  of  the  Faculty  on 
our  entertainment.  We  owe  our  success 
to  Clara  Root  and  Loyal  Faunce. 
Loyal  arranged  the  groups  and  the 
lighting.  Where  has  Faunce  been 
hiding  for  the  last  three  years?  Prob¬ 
ably  he  has  been  diligently  storing 
away  knowledge.  Well,  anyway,  he 
made  us  all  sit  up  and  take  notice,  and. 
due  to  his  direction  and  supervision, 
we  succeeded  in  making  a  finished 
production  of  “That  Old  Sweetheart 
of  Mine.’’ 

Walter  Bennett  was  the  leading  male 
character.  Doris  Dennen  made  a 
very  beautiful  visage,  we  think!  Lit¬ 
tle  Bush  and  Lillian  Sunden  should 
always  be  children  as  they  made  a 
most  pleasing  picture.  Lyman  Bow- 
ker  and  Irma  Selloy  were  much 
“moon-stricken”  and  there  is  no  doubt¬ 
ing  Gertrude  Mitchell’s  ability  to  por¬ 
tray  a  most  delightful  elderly  woman. 
They  said  it  was  a  most  appropriate 
ending  for  Marcia  to  be  Walter’s  wife 
and  an  “Old  Sweetheart  of  Mine,” 
but  judging  from  the  general  laughter 
of  the  audience,  I  doubt  it! 


STUDENT  ASSOCIATION 


We  take  great  pleasure  in  announc¬ 
ing  that  from  now  on  it  will  not  be 
necessary  to  wash  spoons,  etc.,  between 
courses.  The  Student  Association  has 
purchased  seven  dozen  knives,  forks 
and  spoons.  We  bet  it  was  Cecelia’s 
work;  she  had  experience  during  the 
Senior-Freshman  party!  No  doubt 
some  of  us  ate  ice  cream  in  our  fin¬ 
gers — we  couldn’t  wait  for  the  spoons 
to  be  washed. 

We  were  all  reminded  of  Cecelia's 
cheerfulness  when  she  was  asked  to 
make  a  speech  at  the  Senior  spread. 
Cecelia  said  she  didn’t  have  much  to 


say,  so  Mr.  Farnum  said,  “Just  smile 
at  us,  Cecelia.”  So  you  see  what  has 
“carried  us  on” — Cecelia’s  smile! 


With 

YOU 

JANUARY 

25 

SOPHOMORE  HOP 


The  Freshman  cAlrt^um 
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THE  DESERTED  COMMON 

The  sun  that  bathed  your  graveled 
walks  is  caught 

By  yonder  gilded  dome — a  golden  blur 

Through  interlacing  branches;  and 
distant 

Windows  are  like  glistening  sheets  of 
tin, 

Silver-flashing.  No  loitering  foot¬ 
steps; 

Only  the  hollow  clump  of  hurrying 

Feet  on  boarded  walks.  Overhead 
the  wind  sighs 

Through  naked  branches;  and  gray 
tree  trunks  stand 

In  sombre  sadness — silent,  grand, 
alone. 

Otis  A.  Philbrick,  ’ll. 

From  “ Center  of  Vision 1909 


SENIOR 


The  Senior  Design  Class  have  orig¬ 
inated  a  new  course.  All  seniors  are 
invited  to  join.  It  is  a  course  in 
Domestic  Science,  mainly,  peeling 
potatoes.  Dot  is  the  head  of  it,  prin¬ 
cipally  because  we  think  she  needs 
the  experience.  Hal  is  Dot’s  right- 
hand  man.  Well,  anyway,  we  Seniors 
must  have  potatoes — and  potatoes 
must  be  peeled — so! 

Cornelia  Hoff,  of  the  teacher  train¬ 
ing  department,  has  been  assisting  the 
supervisor  at  the  Concord  High 
School. 

Our  class  was  well  represented  in 
the  student  exhibition.  Walter  Ben¬ 
nett  had  a  number  of  landscapes  and 
a  portrait.  There  were  also  paintings 
from  Arthur  Liddell,  Ray  Ewing, 
Aldro  Della  Chiesa,  Dick  Ellinger, 
Sam  Armour,  Hal  Lindergreen  and 
Helen  Hicks. 


Polly  Goodrich  has  obtained  a  license 
to  teach  life  saving  in  the  states  of 
Maine  and  Massachusetts.  Now,  who’s 
who?  Polly  is  an  all-round  athlete. 

Evelyn  Svedeman  frankly  admits 
she  just  loves  the  shapes  of  the  backs 
of  men’s  legs.  Hot  kitty!  Cover  them 
up,  boys!  Wonder  if  Freshmen  are 
included  in  that  word  MEN?  Well, 
Larry  has  other  attractions,  too! 

Harold  Lindergreen  has  written  a 
Christmas  play,  which  is  to  be  given 
at  St.  John’s  Episcopal  Church,  Win- 
throp.  It  is  to  be  under  the  direction 
and  supervision  of  Harold  himself. 
What  do  you  do  in  your  spare  time? 
Ask  Hal,  he  knows! 

Phyllis  Brackett  is  back  with  us, 
taking  a  P.  G.  in  life  class.  We  hope 
she  will  be  a  good  influence  over  the 
rest  of  us. 


Page  Twelve 


Hhe  Freshman  eArt&um 


Have  You  Met  “eMISS  ariUSTIN”' 

SOPHOMORE 


A  most  successful  and  glorious'- 
spread  was  ours!  We  all  heartily 
thank  those  of  the  committee  who  so 
willingly  and  generously  gave'  their 
time  for  our  pleasure.  The  luncheon 
was  all  that  one  could  ask,  and*  Santa 
Claus  very  thoughtfully  heaped  a 
table  with  presents.  They  were  indeed' 
entertaining.  During  the  luncheon 
Fred  Robinson  called  for  impromptu 
Speeches'.  Mr,  Ray,  with  the  help  of 
Thelma  Sundlie  and  George  Young, 
tried  to  solve  the  problem  of  an  easy 
way  to  do  mechanical  drawing  and 
the  ultimate  need  of  ‘‘dark  blue  pins” 
for  success.  We  shall  immediately  put 
a  ban  on  the  manufacture  of  all  but 
the  dark  blue  pins.  Our  little  play 
proved  to  be  quite  amusing.  Juniors, 
We  hand  it  to  you!  Can  we  conle  up 
to  the  standard  you  have  set  for  us 
next  year?  Just  you  wait  and  see! 

Hurrah!  The  first  school  dance  of 
the  year  and  to  think  it  is  ours.  The 
date  set  is  January  2fith.  It  is  ex¬ 
pected  to  be  a  great  success  and  you 
are  all  Cordially  invited.  Don't  miss 
it — if  you  do  you'll  be  the  only  one. 
Your  education  has  been  sadly 
neglected  if  you  have  never  attended 
a  dance  given  by  the  class  of  1926! 

What  new  resolutions  shall  we  make 
for  the  coming  year?  May  I  not  say 
a  few  words  which  I  feel  at  this  time 
are  most  appropriate.  Is  it  not  well 
to  pause  and  reflect  on  the  past  year 
a  few  moments?  No,  we  shall  not 
travel  the  same  old  road  this  year.  We 
are  going  to  make  new  resolutions. 
Here  are  a  few  lines  of  which  I  am 


very  fond  and.  each  time  I  read  them 
they  give  me  fresh  inspiration, 

“■Sad  is  the  day  for  any  man 
when  he  becomes  absolutely  satis¬ 
fied  with  the  life  that  he  is  living, 
the  thoughts  that  he  is  thinking' 
and  the  deeds  that  he  is  doing; 
when  there  ceases  to  be  forever 
beating  at  the  doors  of  his  soul  a. 
desire  to  do  something  larger 
which  he  feels  and  knows  he  was 
meant  and  intended  to  do.”— 
Phillips  Brooks. 

I  am  now  thinking  of  school  life.. 
Anyone  who  has  any  stuff  in  him 
wants  to  succeed.  If  you  think  it  is 
natural  brilliancy  or  luck  that  puts  a 
student  so  far  ahead  of  his  classmates, 
you  are  mistaken.  It  is  neither.  Just 
stop  and  think  of  people  or  perhaps 
friends  who  have  attained  that  which 
you  are  now  looking  forward  to* 
through  preparation,  mental,  moral,, 
physical  and  technical. 

Oh,  but  you  say  that  is  all  right, 
but  look  at  me,  I  am  just  a  fellow  of 
ordinary  natural  abilities;  however  you 
have  the  qualities  of  success  just  the 
same.  First  your  character,  then  your 
preparation,  then  your  opportunity, 
which  comes  to  all  sooner  or  later, 
but  few  and  far  between  are  the  people 
who  are  ready  to  seize  it.  The  ability 
to  bring  things  to  pass— this  is  the 
art  of  making  every  stroke  count. 

Is  it  not  worth  our  time  to  consider 
this  year  and  not  let  it  be  one  of  dis¬ 
appointment  and  failure?  Let  us  strive 
to  do  all  and  make  the  best  of  that 
which  is  in  us. 


A  Cretian  Sheik~-uMr.  CHARE” 

Who  do  we  appreciate  for  his  contribution  to  the  last  two 
issues  of  the  Art&um?  Mr.  RAY  “’RAY” 


The  Freshman  cvlrt^um 
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JUNIOR 

The  Junior  spread  was  a  great  Suc¬ 
cess  and  everybody  evidently  enjoyed 
themselves.  We  were  glad  to  have 
Miss  Hathaway,  Miss  Cofren  and  Mr. 
Major  with  us  and  were  disappointed 
because  the  other  members  of  the 
faculty  could  not  be  present.  As  for 
the  Junior  entertainment  that  speaks 
for  itself.  Joe  Heffernan  and  his  co¬ 
workers  deserve  a  great  deal  of  credit 
for  such  a  good  piece  of  work. 

Listen,  here  is  a  little  tip  on  how  to 
make  Mr.  Major  good-natured.  Pre¬ 
sent  him  with  some  home-made  cake 
and  everything  will  be  O.  K. 

Have  you  heard  that  Lee  Court  has 
been  instructing  the  Freshmen  in  still 
life  painting?  They  say  he  is  pretty 
good.  That  line  of  his  has  come  in 
handy  at  last. 

Evelyn  Ross  has  been  very  busy 
lately  with  her  costume  designing  but 
she  still  keeps  up  her  interest  in  the 
nobility.  They  say  it  is  an  Earl  this 
time. 

Because  of  the  clear  and  warm 
weather  this  fall,  automobiles  have 
been  in  great  usage.  Not  very  long 
ago  I  happened  to  be  riding  along 
a  country  road  where  billboards 
seemed  to  be  everywhere.  They  were 
so  prominent  I  found  myself  thinking 
of  Mr.  Farnum’s  lectures  on  “Beauty.” 
Then,  probably  through  one  associa¬ 
tion  of  one  thought  with  another,  I 
began  to  think  of  my  classmates. 
Strangely  enough,  I  began  to  link  some 
of  these  friends  with  the  thoughts  ex¬ 
pressed  on  the  bill  boards.  This  is 
the  list  I  made: 

“They  satisfy”  Frances  Glennon 

Dot  Frail 

“Youth  and  style  belong  together” 

Millie  Black 

“A  skin  you  love  to  touch” 

Spencer  Eaton 
“What  next?”  Addie  Redmond 

“Keep  that  school  girl  complexion” 

Alice  Davies 
“Always  ready  to  serve”  Ann  Ide 


FRESHMAN 

The  Freshmen  sure  are  quite  the 
thing  when  it  comes  to  entertainment. 
At  the  Christmas  Spread  their  part  of 
the  program,  because  of  its  originality, 
cleverness,  and  unusual  degree  of  bril¬ 
liancy  in  color  and  costume,  makes 
us  wonder  what  their  contribution  will 
be  in  Nineteen  Twenty-Seven. 

“The  Frosh”  have  held  two  class 
meetings  so  far  and  have  adopted  a 
constitution  and  drawn  up  and  pre¬ 
sented  it  to  the  class  under  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  Peter  Kean  and  his  able  com¬ 
mittee,  which  consists  of  the  following 
members: — Helena  Saunders.  Kath¬ 
erine  Lincoln,  Louise  Marmaid,  Albert 
McGunicle. 

We  feel  that  in  dedicating  this  issue 
of  the  “ARTGUM”  to  us,  our  class¬ 
mates  will  continue  to  co-operate  in 
carrying  through  our  program  of  sur¬ 
prises  which  we  have  in  store  for  you 
during  this  next  year. 

“Happy  New  Year,  Everyone.” 


( Continued  from  page  9) 
how  much  the  Freshmen  like  and  ap¬ 
preciate  them.  They  aren’t  a  bit 
STUCKUP  and  we’d  like  to  give  them 
THREE  CHEERS. 

We  were  very  grateful  to  be  able  to 
be  present  at  the  school’s  Fiftieth  An¬ 
niversary  celebration.  Suppose  we  had 
been  Freshmen  next  year  and  had 
missed  it! 

We  are  in  fact  grateful  for  many 
things — for  the  Faculty  for  their 
understanding  and  forbearance — for 
our  big  brother  and  sister  students — 
for  the  Massachusetts  Normal  Art 
School  and  the  pride  in  being  able  to 
be  a  member. 

WE'  ARE  GLAD  WE  ARE 
FRESHMEN! 

Irene  L.  Duntlin,  ’27. 
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Correct  fasfiio/if  fodlornen  offifisj  es. 

,372-378  Boy  Ij  Ion  Street  Bojton _41dj/acliujetb 

Our  Entire  Stock  of  New 

COATS 


At  25%  Off  Original  Prices 


L 


Your  Coat  at  Your  Price  is  Here 


FINE  QUALITY 
PINS  and  RINGS 

MADE  FOR  M.  N.  A.  S. 

By 

!  H.  W.  Peters  Co. 

5173  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON 
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Agent 

GEORGE  0.  YOUNG 
Sophomore 

SAMPLES  ON  DISPLAY 
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Why  not  keep  informed 
about  the  old  school — about  * 
your  old  classmates? 

In  the  paper  published  by 
your 

ALUMNI  ASSOCIATION 

you  can  find  this  informa¬ 
tion. 

Why  not  subscribe  for 

The  Massachusetts  Normal 
Art  School  Alumni  Asso¬ 
ciation  Bulletin? 


SPAULDING-MOSS  CO. 

The  Artist  Shop 


Recognized  for  years  as 
“New  England  Headquarters” 
for  the  Artist  and  Art  Student 


Artists’  Stands 

Artists’  Sketching  Stools 
Artists’  Air  Brushes 

Artists’  Oil  and  Water  Colors 
Artists’  Easels 
Artists’  Smocks 


We  offer  the  most  extensive  line 
for  your  selection  based  on  high 
quality  and  moderate  prices. 

Drawing  Boards 
Tee  Squares 
Slide  Rules 
Drawing  Sets 

Tracing  Paper  and  Cloth 
Colored  Pencils 


CRAYONS 


ERASERS  INKS  ADHESIVES 

42  Franklin  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Just  off  Washington  Street 


PAPER 


>4 


A  Few  Blocks  Away 

We  operate  a  well  lighted  store  for 
your  convenience,  with  a  complete 
stock  of  artists’  and  draftsmen’s  sup¬ 
plies. 


SPECIAL  RATES 
extended  to 

NORMAL  ART  SCHOOL  STUDENTS 


B.  L.  MAKEPEACE,  Inc. 

2  Stores 

394  BOYLSTON  STREET 
387  WASHINGTON  STREET 
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Fixatives 


Crayons 

Pencils 

Pastels 


li-v  U  S.  Pm  OS  J 

THE  BAY  STATER 
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WADSWORTH, 
HOWLAND  &  CO.,  INC. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers  of 

Artists’  and  Drawing  Supplies 
Drawing  and  Water  Color  Papers 

Special  Attention  to  Mail  Orders 

WADSWORTH, 
HOWLAND  &  CO.,  INC. 

222  Clarendon  Street 
84  Washington  Street 
1316  Beacon  Street,  Brookline 
141  Federal  Street 
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Frost  &  Adams  Co. 

SALE 

Beginning:  Jan.  1st  we  are  offering 
certain  Artists’  Materials  and  all 
Holiday  goods  at  greatly  reduced 
prices. 

Closing  Out 

Devoes  and  Old  Master  Colors 

Two  Stores 

27  ARCH  STREET 
591  BOYLSTON  STREET 


1. 


EVERYTHING  IN 
STATIONERY 

Spring  Binders  for  Philosophy  Notes 

Fountain  Pens 
Loose  Leaf  Supplies 
Pencils 
Paper 

Printing  and  Engraving 
Lowest  Prices  in  the  City 

Special  Discount  to 
Students 

Samuel  Narcus 

92  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON 

Telephone,  Richmond  811 
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DORRETY  y  BOSTON 

387  Washington  St— Tel-6185  Mam 

CLASS  PINS 

RINGS  --  CHARMS  -•  MEDALS 
FRAT  PINS-LOVING  CUPS-TROPHIES 

Sendfor  ARTOIS  catalog 
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Fairfield 

Photographer  of  Groups 

240  HUNTINGTON  AVENUE 
SYMPHONY  SQUARE 
BOSTON 


We  are  official  Class  Photographers 
for  many  local  schools — and  for  the 
Class  of  1926— M.  N.  A.  S. 

May  we  not  show  you  examples  of 
our  workmanship  and  quote  you 
prices — before  you  make  other  ar¬ 
rangements  for  your  Class  Picture  ? 


SEE  ELMER  HALL 
Our  Representative  at  M.  N.  A.  S. 
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